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Emir BttUtHgbrooke^and -Mowbray. 

.BftlilAzny yeeresof happy dayes befall 
My;g«dous Soveraigne; my loving Liege-',; , J 
Alow. ‘Each day ft ill’ better others happinefle, 

Vntill the heavens enuying earths good hap, 

Addc an immortall title to your Crowne- 

King. Wethanke you both, -yet one but flatters vs, 

As well appeareth by the caule you conic,. 0 ... 

* lamely to appeale each other of high tfeafon- 
ofinof Hereford, what doft thou obic<ft 
.gainft the Dukeof AV/./%> T homos Mowbray ? 

2?#/- Firft, (heaven be the record of my fpeech ,) 
fnthe devotion of a fubecls love, 

Tendring the precious fafety of my Prince, 

And free from other mif-begotten hate, 

Come 1 appelant to his Princely prefence. 

Now Thomas Aiowbray doe I turne to thee, 

And marke my greeting well : forwliat 1 fpeake, 

My body (hall make good upo,n this earth , 

Or my divine Soule anfwer it in Heaven- 
Thou art a Traytor,and a mifcrcant ; 

T op good to be (o,and too b ad to live, 

Since the more faire and.Ghriftall is theSkie, 

The. uglier feemes the Clouds, that in it flye : 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

With a foule traitors name,ftuffe I thy throat, 

And wifh (fo pleafe my Soveraigne) ere 1 move,. 

what my tongue Ipeakes, my right drawne Iword may prove. 

Mo#. Let not my coole words here accufe my, zeale : 
"Twact the try all of a womans warre, 
fitt&ltter. clamour of two eager tongues, 

Canibitratc this caufe betwixt us twaine : 
blood is hot that muft be cool’d, for this, 

_ ton I not of fu ch ca me patience, boa ft, i , 
be huft.it, and nought at all to fay- ... 
jftlttlhe faire reverence of your Highncfle curbes me, 

/rOAi. giving reines and fpurres to my free fpeech, 

Wi$£h once would poll, untill it had return’d 


o r, 


, d r.t.uvA 


Thefe 


WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard II (STC 22313) LONDON, II 


Thefe termesof treafon, doubly downe his throat- 
Setting afide his high bloods royalty. 

And let him be no kinfman to my Liege, 

1 doe defie him, and I fpit at him, 

Call him a flandrons Coward, and a Villaine: 

Which to maintained would allow him oddes, 

And meet him,were I tide to runne a foote, 

Even to the frozen ridges of the Aipes, 

Or any other ground inhabitable, 

Where ever Englifh man durft fet his foote- 
Meanetime, let this defend my loyalty. 

By all my hopes moft falfely doth he lye- 

But. Pale trembling Coward, there I throw my gage, 
Difclaiming here the kindred of the King, 

And lay afide my high bloods royalty. 

Which feare,not reverence makes me to except, 

Ifguilty dread have left thee fo much ftrength. 

As to take up mine honours pavvne,then ftoope, 

By that,andall the rights of Knighthood elfe. 

Will I make good againft thee arme to arme. 

What 1 have fpoken, or thou canft devife- 

Mow. I take it up, and by that fword I fweare. 

Which gently layd my Knighthood on my fhoulder, 
lie anfwer thee in any faire degree. 

Or Chivalrous deligne of Knightly tryall : 

And when I mount, alive may I not light. 

If I be tray tor , orun/uftly fight. 

King. What doth our Cofin lay to Mowbrayes charge ? 
It muft be great that can inheriteus. 

So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Bftl, Looke what I fayd my life fhall prove it true, 
That Alow bray hath receiv’d eight thousand Nobles, 

In name of lendings for your highneffe Souldiers, 

The which he hath detain’d for lewd imployments, 
Like a falfeTraytor,andiniurious Villaine. 

Befides 1 fay, and will in battell prove. 

Or here or elfewhcre to the furtheft Verge 
Thateverwasfurvey’dby Englifh eye, 
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